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EDITORIALS 
<< | - 
M.H.S. DRIVING SCHOOL 


“Four thousand people will be killed this year by drivers under 
twenty.” ‘[his news item appeared recently in a Boston paper. In the 
same article H. G. Kemper, president of an insurance company, said, 
“... by proper example and good driver training in high schools these 
kids could become the safest drivers on the road.” 


We all know the tremendous increase in the number of highway 
accidents since the war. What exactly has caused this increase? Certainly 
it was not defects in the cars because under existing state laws all cars 
must be carefully inspected; the roads are constantly improving so that 
poor highways are not a cause. ‘The fact remains that the major cause 
of highway accidents is due to insufficiently trained drivers. 


Therefore, it seems very important that some uniform method of 
driving be taught. The best place to teach good driving is in the high 
school. Other‘high schools have started driving classes and with great 
success. So can we! 


It is true that at the present time M.H.S. has more urgent problems 
to deal with, such as the expanding student body, or lack of teaching 
facilities, but this situation should give food for thought when conditions 
return to normal. 

Jason Andrews, ’50, Assistant Editor. 


THANKSGIVING DAY 


What sort of a feeling captures you when you see Christmas trees 
all aglow, fireworks on the Fourth of July, or colored eggs at Eastertime? 
It’s an unexplainable sensation to most of you, I’m sure. What value 
do these things have? The reply is too simple. You know, of course, 
that these mentioned above are examples of tradition in the United 
States. 


Handed down from generation to generation, tradition lives deep in 
the hearts of all of us. If tradition were to be taken away, enthusiasm 
would be lost and our nation would lack the builders it has today for 
our posterity. 


Surprisingly enough, we have traditions here at M.H.S., the annual 
Thanksgiving Day Middleboro - Bridgewater football game, for instance. 
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Maybe you regard this football game as just another game, but it 
is true tradition which gives the school not only another football rival, 
but an event to which the students look forward with much enthusiasm. 


Statistics show that out of the twenty-three games played with Bridge- 
water, Middleboro has won nine and tied five, leaving our opponent to 
have won the remaining nine. ‘This, for some strange reason, adds more 
enthusiasm among the students. 


Since we have tradition here at M.H.S., store it deep in your hearts, 
keep that spirited feeling, and whether we win, lose, or draw, set an 
example for the incoming classes of M.H.S. by keeping the torch of tra- 
dition aglow. 

Gloria Nichols, ’49, Editor-in-Chief. 


LITERARY 


Tl MUSI. BE FALL 


Hoarse voices are heard from the gridirons, 
Field hockey sticks clash in a game. 
Studious pupils carry their learning about 
With Pro Merito as their aim. 


Talk turns to World Series and Pennants, 
“Who’s going to win what?” is the call. 
And activities buzzing ’round M.H.S., 
Give a sure sign that it must be fall. 


Joan Bissonette, °51 


THE TRIUMPH 


There was an insistent pounding in his ears. Bob tried to get up. 
Every movement brought with it an agonizing pain. He attempted to 
raise his arm. It moved a little and then feebly fell to his side with a 
dull thud. He lay there motionless and the soft velvety darkness enfolded 
him. 


Someone was leaning over him. He made another effort to get to 
his feet only to have his head cloud into a pounding, dark whirlpool. 

Now they were giving him smelling salts, and he could begin to 
make out the figures around him. Suddenly he snapped to. ‘The 
managers were helping him to his feet. “The crowd was cheering, but 
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Bob didn’t much care. What had he done? ‘Then it came to him. 
He had stopped the enemy just as it seemed that they were off for a 
game-winning touch-down. ‘The game was over, his team had won 
7-6, and he was the hero! ‘The crowd was beginning to swarm around 
him, hitting and hugging him, nearly knocking him down. His arms 
were sore, his body ached, but he did not notice it. My, what a differ- 
ence there was when he had won instead of lost! 


John Alger, ’49 


WHY I HATE TO GET UP IN THE MORNING 


When I was preparing for school this morning, everything went 
wrong. No doubt it was the fault of that malicious little alarm clock 
of mine to begin with. Misjudging the distance when I went to shut 
it off, I leaned over a trifle too far, and with a jarring thud I landed 
face to face with the devilish clock, the originator of my first mishap. 
Rising steadily to my feet, I proceeded to tip-toe down the silent hall 
when I encountered Junior’s roller skates. With uncontrollable resist- 
ance, I slid helplessly into the bathroom and after a hasty recovery, I 
prepared at once for my daily wash routine. I had hardly gotten the 
faucet running when I was rudely interrupted by the habitual call to 
breakfast. Emerging from the bathroom with my hair tied up in rags, 
my sloppy and unusually large pajamas rolled up to my knees, and an 
anything but wideawake aspect, I stumbled down the heavily cluttered 
stairs and all but upset my brother’s new friend. Speaking of friends, 
I’d say that my -brother did right well when he procured this acquaint- 
ance. In fact even I, with all my highly regarded experience in this 
line, could not have done better. This new friend was none other than 
the tall, dark, and athletic hunk of heartbreak in my geometry class. 
What an impression I must have made! After gulping down my cus- 
tomary breakfast of carrot juice and lemon rinds, I made my retreat 
to the bathroom, which, because of my absent-minded mood, was, by 
this time, flooded. With an aching heart, I sank to my knees and pro- 
ceeded to mop up the mess just as I heard my mother casually remark- 
‘ng, “I thought you were going to sleep this Saturday morning!” 


Francis Jones, ’50 


A PROBLEM! 


Has I got a problem! Our En’lish teacha tol’ us we had ta write 
a compasishun, an’ I don’t know what ta do! I mean, I’m no Shake- 
spere. Say, ya know, maybe if I scribble a few lines ’bout patratism or 
sumpthin’, I could git by. Le’see now, jts’ what is patratism? Chee, 
that’s a question! It’s salutin’ the flag an’ standin’ up durin’ the “Star 
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Spangled Banner,” but I can’t fill a paper with jus’ that! There must 
be more to it... le’mee think. I guess patratism’s knowing that your 
country’s betterin’ any other country on earth. Sounds reasonable, 
don’t it? An ya hafta be ready ta defend ya country at any cost,... I 
should think. What else now? Hmmm, if I write big and stretch 
each sentence a little, I only need one more. Well, I s’pose patra- 
tisms rememberin’ that we’re living in a “land o’ the free and a home 
o’ the brave,” like it says in the last part o’ that song. There, I’m 
gonna write all that stuff down an’ pass it in. An’ ya know what else 
I’m gonna do? Now that I’ve started thinkin’ ’bout patratism, I’m 
gonna begin to live like a true patriot should; won’t ya keep me com- 
pany, huh? 
Faith Stetson, 750 


THE SHIP 


The lonely ship on blue waters, 
Drifting . . . silently drifting... 

A lonely ship, for all aboard sleep, 
Peacefully; 

All except one, or two... 

A mother, and a fatherless 

Child. 

The child cries softly, whimpers; 
Sad, yet still unaware of the trials 
Of Life. 


And unknown to all the gray rocks, 
Hammered by angry waves and 
Swept by foam 

Lay in dangerous waiting... 
Waiting .. . for the lonely ship. 


And on board the ship and in 

The Night, are men, haggard and worn; 
Children, women....... 

And the rocks come closer; 

And the ship is drifting... drifting... . 
And then 

The Night is broken by 

Crashes; thunderous, evil crashes! 

The ship sinks, and the foam-flecked 
Waves, blue afd black, fling spray as they hit 
The rocks. 


> 
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A child wails once, 
A fatherless child. 
A woman screams, and screams! 


O! Dark waters! 

Swallow up this ship...... 
This lonely ship... 

This ship of Life... 


Sue Leonard 749 


ISN’T THE GRIPPE AND ISN’T THE FLU! 


Haven’t felt right for a week or two; 

Sorta cranky, restless and blue; 

Don’t do nothin’ I oughta do; 

Haven’t got the grippe and haven’t got the flu; 
Just feel sad and sometimes mad, 

And then again, gol-darn bad. 


Food doesn’t taste just exactly right; 

Toss around a lot at night; 

Don’t want to sit still and don’t want to walk; 
Don’t want to read and don’t want to talk; 
Hate to be alone, and then again, 

Don’t want any neighbor comin’ in! 

Sit there! Nothing I want to do; 

Haven’t got the grippe and haven’t got the flu. 


What’s the matter I can’t see; 

Just as restless as I can be. 

Haven’t any interest left in me; 

Nothin’ I'd give a darn to see. 

Haven’t a fever, temperature hasn’t risen. 
Back doesn’t ache; haven’t any cough; 
Nothin’ that’s likely to take me off; 

Just sit here, don’t want to do 

A gol-darn thing I used to do; 

Don’t want to read, don’t want to talk; 
Can’t still be quiet, but don’t want to walk; 
Just sit here and feel so blue; 

Haven't got any grippe, and haven't got any flu! 


Isn’t the grippe and isn’t the flu! 
All I need is a day or two 
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Far away from the haunts of men, ~ 
Where I can be a boy again. 
School, by gosh, is an awful drain, 
On a fellar’s fishin’-brain. 

Gosh, I guess I’ll turn about 

And go an’ get my tackle out! 
Glad I know just what to do. 

Isn’t the grip and isn’t the flu! 


Elizabeth Howard, ’50 


THE GREEN YEAR 
Acrol 


Chills, thrills, loss of appetite, and the day is here. It’s finally time 
to crawl through those sacred portals. Can’t possibly stuff breakfast down 
this morning. Orange juice at the most!!! And of course — lipstick. Oh, 
and what that thing does for the feminine frosh morale! But, oh heavens 
a whole half hour lies before you till it’s time to troop off. So you sit 
and think remembering faintly a similar feeling back in the days of 
entering Bates, and then — ““The gang’s all here,” and you’re off! From 
then on you're officially a “Freshy”. 


Then the torture of wrong classes, wrong classes, and more wrong 
classes begins, and you’re thanking your lucky stars upperclassmen are 
extinct at the moment. Finally comes the slow realization of starvation 
which finally is satisfied (strange as it seems) and last but not least you’re 
home again with — “It wasn’t bad at all, Mom!” Yep, everyone was really 
swell! What was it I ever dreaded so much? Well, maybe the freshmen 
aren’t as exciting as those other exalted beings, but it certainly seems 
good to see that bewildered look on someone else’s face! 


AGTall 


Ho-hum! Kinda tired this mornin’! Gads gotta get up. Upper- 
classmen enter the picture today. Let’s see — sharpest clothes and, oh 
yes, double dose of lipstick (“Irresistable Flame’). ‘Then life begins. 
But gloom! Where’s all the confidence of yesterday? Why the sudden 
quake, huh? Aha, those Sophisticated Sophs, Jaunty Juniors, and Smooth 
Seniors are quite breathtaking, aren’t they? Well, at least mine’s gone!! 


And then another problem. ‘That face!! Someone I know? Should 
I speak? Oh golly, she’s gone and she’ll probably think that — Oh, 
what’s that?? Masculine, too!! But P.S., you’re a freshman, remember? 


Well, I suppose now you could say “Curtain” and have it end with 
a “happily ever after” conclusion. But does it? What about the bumps 
and disappointments? ‘There’s a serious side to everything and it cer- 
tainly goes in this case. High school isn’t just another “thing” to slide 
through with a “do as little as possible” attitude. It’s the beginning of 
the future, the foundation of your world, and its got to be the best. You 
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can’t start high school as a drudge, either. You've got to have your 
social affairs. All this is high school but it all starts with that wonder- 
fully terrifying “green year!” 

Mary Kay Rudolph ’52 


“THE CHAIR” 


I remember my grandfather very well. When we lived in Virginia, 
my family stayed in Our House, and in the Other House lived my grand- 
parents, who were old and out-dated. They adored children. From 
the days of my two-year old innocence until I went away to college, 
Grandfather and I were great friends. 


Every night before I went to sleep he would come over and sit in 
my bedroom and tell me stories. ‘They were wonderful stories—of pirate 
ships, and robbers, and trips to India. And all the time he would talk, 
he would sit in the black rocker by my bedside, rocking back and forth, 
back and forth, his words blending endlessly with the creak of the ancient 
chair. 


The years went by, and as I grew up, grandfather grew old and his 
hair turned whiter. Oh, we still went fishing and camping together, and 
hunting deer in the first week of December, but there were no more 
stories. 


In the Spring of 1936, I was eighteen and heading for the Univer- 
sity of Virginia that fall. It was one rather chilly May evening when 
we got news that Grandfather was ill and might not live through the 
night. For three years he had been slowly ageing, and tonight seemed 
to be the climax. My mother and I went to the Other House as fast 
as possible, and as I in turn sat by Grandfather’s bed as he had sat by 
mine for so many years, I heard his breath get quicker and the doctor 
said that he had rallied. Mother and I went back to Our House, and 
we both went to bed. 


The moon cast macabre shadows on the walls, and lay in little 
splashes on the rug and on Grandfather’s chair. The white curtains 
at the window were stiff and still, and try as I would to keep myself 
awake, I soon dropped off to sleep. And I dreamed ... I was a boy 
again, lying in bed, with Grandfather rocking ceaselessly beside me, 
his white hair tousled, and his tooth-marked pipe clenched tight in his 
mouth. I could hear the grown-ups still talking downstairs while he 
told me of all the things he expected of me in life, of the principles 
that he wanted me to live up to. I was getting very drowsy, and I 
heard his voice, monotonously, endlessly droning through a dim haze 
Of sleep ne a 


Suddenly I was awake again, sitting bolt upright with all the bed- 
clothing thrown off. I was drenched with cold perspiration, and my 
whole body was shaking madly. Something, I knew, was in the room. 
The premonition, cold and evil, was startling and alive enough to 
cause icy shivers up my spine. I was being foolish! Thinking that I 
had better smoke away my troubles, I reached for the chain and pulled 
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on the light. The windows were all closed, the door was tightly 
slammed shut—not a breath was stirring in the room. I heard a faint 
creaking in the stillness,-I looked, and saw Grandfather’s chair rock- 
ing back and forth, back and forth, slowly . . . but Grandfather wasn't 
in it. 

Before I realized what I was doing, I was out of bed and down 
the stairs. But I knew what to expect. Mother was standing in the 
kitchen doorway with the telephone in her hand. Grandfather was 


dead. 
Sue Leonard ’49 


YOU’D BETTER WATCH OUT 


Not long ago, while the rest of the gang was at a party, I stayed 
at home and read the latest issue of Harper's. As I browsed through 
the pages, I suddenly came upon the startling statement, “Don’t let them 
talk behind your back.’”’ Below this warning there was a picture of 
some girls (not generally the gossipy type) whispering and _ staring 
directly at me. I stared back. Then I lay the magazine down and 
sniffed. Much to my relief I smelled nothing. ‘Thus comforted I began 
to sneer at the young women and there smeer campaign. 


I read on: “Lifegirl’ contains special ingredients. Use it once and 
you'll use it for ever.” Aha, so it’s a drug! It ranks up there with 
opium. No matter whether you chew it or smoke it, if you use it 
once, you will never stop. I read on. “Used by 30 million Americans.” 
Thirty million Americans leading violent lives just because they used 
“Lifegirl Health Soap.” ‘This set me to thinking of the state of the 
nation, should this drug suddenly be cut off from the public. Setting 
my mind to work I thought. 


Let us imagine that we are in a typical American home. ‘The 
supply of “Lifegirl Health Soap” has been cut off and the family of 
Mr. and Mrs. Percy R. Dimwitty are faced with the problem of having 
no more of their favorite drug. ‘The Dimwittys live in a second floor 
apartment and at present they are all in their living room. The room 
looks as if it had been very attractive in the past but now it is battered 
and dirty. ‘The window shades are torn, the flowers have long since 
been dead, the furniture is disarranged. Under the broken down 
table we can see pink shavings from a bar of “‘Lifegirl.’”’ Percy is lying 
on the couch, his wife Elsie sits slumped over in a chair and Doug, 
their boy, lies unnoticed in the corner. Elsie manages to knock the 
ashes out of her pipe and refill it with the pink shavings. As she does 
this she cries, “Alas, this the last of our soap. What shall we do? What 
shall we smoke?” Percy grunts and says, “We have got to go on the 
wagon.” Poor Doug yells, “I can’t! I can’t! I’m going nuts. We’ve 
got to do something.” Suddenly a man bursts in the door with a 
black market bar of “Lifegirl.” They all begin to smoke when they are - 
surrounded by a squad of police. Now you can see them going down 
the road to jail. 


Well, I don’t know about you, but its steel wool for me from now on. 
John Alger ’49 
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MALES 


Dear Mildred, 


Gosh, darling, it’s been ages since I wrote, but I’ve been so busy! 
And the males in this darn town are so unspeakable that I spend all 
my time trying to get myself straightened out about them. 


Oh, well, to start, I swore last Tuesday that I would never speak 
to another male in my whole life! And I was serious, too! None of 
that two-day resolution stuff for me this time, Mildred. ‘The startling 
conclusion that I made was the result of Jimmy’s leaving me Cold on 
the corner! And I mean cold. I waited for hours, just hours, and 
about fifteen minutes after he said he was going to meet me, he showed 
up, just panting from the run, and hot as the dickens from football 
practice. Well, naturally, he was all apologies, but I wouldn’t listen. 
I just turned a cold shoulder to all he said and then walked away! Oh, 
Mildred, I was so mad I could’ve frozen an orange fizz with a look! 
He looked so sad standing there though, that I almost turned back, but 
then I thought to myself, “Why you unutterable cad! Stand up for 
your rights as a woman!” and I walked right into the drugstore and 
bought myself a triple banana split. Well, Mildred, it was his fault 
anyway, for staying at football practice when he said he had a date 
with me. ... Oh, Mildred, aren’t men horrible? 


The next day, which was Wednesday, by the way, I had third 
period Chem. Lab, and we have a new teacher. Oh, Mildred, he’s a 
dream, but I don’t let myself think about him too much, because he’s 
a man, you know. Well, I sat meditating my own meditations as he 
was explaining our new experiment, when all of a sudden the door 
opened, and in walked the most gorgeous hunk of man that I have 
ever laid eyes on. Millie, I’m telling you, even Pat Wolfe, who never 
lets a man ruin her sense of well-being, sank right through the floor. 
Oh, Mildred! He was so... so, well. ... Oh, you know! His hair 
was so blond and so curly, and he wore a green sweater with a gold 
and purple reindeer on it. He even carried his books like a B.T.O.— 
You know the type. Well, I practically swooned myself into the Bunsen 
Burner! ‘Then the blow of all blows fell. Mr. Brooke sat him in the 
vacant seat next to Pat Wolfe! And the cad—the unspeakable wretch 
smiled at her! Why, Mildred, I was so mad!! I never wanted to see 
another man again. And then I realized that I wasn’t supposed to 
be even thinking about men! I wasn’t living up to my standards as 
a woman! Mildred, I settled right back in my seat, and didn’t cast 
more than four glances his way all period long! Wasn’t that super 
of me? 


Oh gosh, Millie, aren’t men gruesome? 
Lovingly, 
SUE 


Susan Leonard °49 
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SENIORAPSODY 


Hello, there, gals and guys of the Senior class. It doesn’t seem pos- 
sible that summer has passed and it is again time for another issue of 
the Sachem with all its startling news. ... People are saying that Period I 
Problems is the class to be in. Let’s take a peek and see if rumors are 
true. We find Paul Jones debating, as usual; Ronnie Craig as inquis- 
itive as ever; Phil Souza chatting to Alison Taylor, Marilyn McManus, 
Pat Skahill, Shirley Churchill—- (need we continue’); Ray Moffett, our 
football hero, puzzled about certain contraversial issues (?); Emily Small 
listening attentively to Mr. Allen, while Betty Woodward is madly 
taking down notes. Before you can say Sachem, the bell rings and 
Sherman is disappointed because he didn’t get the chance to ask a ques- 
tion — any question —... 


Onward—that’s our motto—Whizzzzz—who was that? Might have 
guessed it was none other than George Davis. He’s always in a hurry, 
especially on Saturday afternoons. (lucky for us, huh?) ... The eternal 
triangle has become a square at last! Reference is made to the Churchill- 
Gauthier, Gammons-Souza affair . . . “Sleepy time gang” is another 
name for the Senior class, having chosen GEORGE WASHINGTON 
SLEPT HERE for the annual class play. . . . Curt and Ellie are quite 
the popular twosome. ‘They were not only elected President and Secre- 
tary respectively of Room 15, but they were also elected as Treasurer 
and Secretary of the Student Council. This accounts for Curtis’ sudden 
pleasure in making motions at class meetings. Trying to keep her 
occupied, huh, Curt? ... 


Do you know . . . What senior waited for the bus at 6:30 A.M. 
the day after the clocks were put back? I hear it’s the only time he 
(she?) hasn’t kept the bus waiting. .. . Warning in C3—Yawn politely. 
—... You'd better be on time for Senior Orientation—hm-m-m, girls? 
. .. Did you know that several senior girls prefer off-limits (in hearts, 
that is)? Need more be said? Sh-h-h, no whispering. 


DAFFYNITIONS 


A sanitorium — a place where those who are run down, wind up. 


A pedestrian — a man who has two cars, a wife, and a seventeen year old 
son. 


A miser — one who squeezes blood from a pebble. 
A monologue — conversation between man and wife. 


History — the gradual shifting of evidence. 


So the story goes . 


First Senior: Well, how were your marks? 
Second Senior: They were underwater. 

First Senior: What do you mean? 

Second Senior: Below ‘“C’’ level. 
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Sue Leonard, being questioned on the effects of heat and cold, 
explained, “Heat expands and cold contracts.” 

Mr. Whitmore quickly replied, “Right, now can you give me 
examples?” 

Sue answered, “Well, in the summer the days are longer, but in 
winter, when it is cold, the days are shorter.” 

Now that enough “stuff and nonsense’ has been presented, let’s 
get serious. We are seniors, you know, and we have much to accom- 
plish, colleagues: Senior play, class trip, graduation, reception, numer- 
ous other activities which will be added in our memory books. Yes, 
our Senior year has finally arrived. Let’s make it our best. 


Your faithful reporter, 
Lois Cole ’49 


JUNIOROSITIES 


Well here we are as Juniors now; I do know why, but I don’t 
know how. We now have boys of athletic fame, but the gossip still 
remains the same. Betty and Ray are still going strong, Betty and ' 
Jim never do a thing wrong, Bob and “Sissy” are still going ’round. 
Wherever Ray is, Frannie is found. ‘The other business takes more 
time, so let’s get to work and leave this rhyme. 


Although we still have most of our “old faithfuls’’ with us, some 
of them have had a little trouble. Bill and Pauline seem to be on 
the outs. By some reliable information it is rumored that Pauline is 
always happy when Paul Roberts is around, but she is also smiling 
when Bill is around. Other information proves beyond a doubt that 
Bill still thinks a lot of Pauly. Let’s hope they get straightened out. 
Another couple that’s having trouble is Dave and Noreen. Dave is 
beginning to wonder what the story is, but Noreen seems to have 
decided. At least, she and Paul go quite nicely together. It looks as 
if Walter and Anita are definitely through. It’s too bad, for of all 
the couples I know, they sit out a dance better than anyone. At the 
end of the school year Craig, a “get out of my way senior,” and Faith 
were doing all right, but it looks as if Craig likes to play lone wolf. 


‘The world of unknown and out-of-town boy friends is rather small. 
Pat seems to be in a world all her own when she hears Stoughton 
mentioned. Maybe a fellow named Buddy H. has something to do with 
it. ‘That ring she wears certainly helps matters some. Another out-of- 
town boy, is Warren “Lefty” Boutin who is supposed to be visiting Barb 
evety week-end./ His reputation as a baseball player certainly does travel 
and make good impressions. We haven’t heard too much about Mecca’s 
boy friends at the beach, but undoubtedly there were many. Last year 
she gouldn’t see why Middleboro boys couldn’t be like the ones at the 
beach. Well, in answer to that, some boys agree with this poem: 
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She took my hand in sheltered nooks, 
She took my candy and my books, 
She took my time for quite a while, 
She took my money with a smile, 

She took my ring, yes, quite so shy, 
She took, I must confess, my eye, 

She took whatever I could buy, 

And then she took the other guy. 


Did you know that Paul (how he ever got his license I don’t know) 
Roberts was stopped for speeding and managed to say, “But, officer, I’m 
a high school student.”’ The officer answered, ‘You'll get a ticket anyway 
—ignorance is no excuse.’’. Speaking of speeding, it seems to me that 
Provincetown is a long way to go to dent a fender, or did something else 
happen way down there. What do you say Ray, Paul, and Ray? 


The sixth period American history class without a doubt brings 
up some very strange and some very true facts. It proved that Mecca is 
wonderful on house dates. Just ask her what happened in 1619. The 
only trouble is that she and Frances are much too calm. ‘This is also 
the only place that Bruce needs more than one chance. Wilbert Larson 
is really learning things in this class too. Just ask him what happened 
in the first innings of the World Series. 


This Junior column’s almost done. Here’s hoping Juniors have lots 
of fun. So when the next Sachem comes in sight. ‘There will be a lot 
more news to write. 

Frank Whitney, Class Reporter. 


—_—_—_O--—-— 


SOPHMORONITIES 


“Were You There?” is a song in a cappella choir but suitable on 
this page. . . . Do you know who the sophomore girl is who was asked 
out by five different boys at canteen. . .. Luther Zaj had better be 
a good study pupil or he’ll be taking Algebra II without asking for it. 
. . . What happened to Mary Lou Casey and Bobby Brown when Mr. 
Kunces was slicing the rabbit? I hear C.Y.O. had a wonderful time 
on the buses going to Boston—Ahem?? . . . Straight from the press — 
Sophomores make the most noise at the football games — M.H.S. sopho- 
mores welcome their new classmates... . 


Wanted! men for the sophomore girls. . . . Has Dick ever been 
introduced to Nancy yet? Won’t someone please see to this matter? 


Question? Are women more afraid of men than mice? . . . Couples 
come and go, but Nancy and Stet still remain... . I hear Bobby Brown 
loves to read Student Council notices at the end of the school day... . 
Did you take a bite of the apple that went around Biology, Period I? 
... I hear a certain boy’s being paid to tutor in Latin II — nickel a 
night — How about it, Raymond? .. . If you want your dreams to 
come true, don’t oversleep. . . . Half a loaf is better than no rest at all. 
... Prescription for dimples: Be kissed by an angel. . . . You ain’t smart 
till you know how much you don’t know... . 
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I HEREBY RESOLVE 


en a es 


so why pester momp). 


To study at least two hours every night. 
To quit asking for so many new clothes. 


To get my homework in on time (no kidding). 
Not to go out on school nights (I wonder how long that will last?). 


(Ha-Ha). 
(I don’t get them anyway, 


Not to ask for the car every Saturday night. 


6. ‘To attend all football games. 


(Such hard work!) 


7. To get up fifteen minutes earlier in the morning so I won’t have 


to hurry so much to get to school on time. 


long to write.) 


(That essay took too 


8. Not to shove underclassmen in the cafeteria line. 


9. ‘To go to my room when the five minutes of bell rings. 


10. To go to church every Sunday. 


There are to me two kinds of 
guys— 

And only two that I despise, 

The first I’d really like to slam — 

The guy who copies my exam. 

The other is the dirty skunk 

Who covers his and lets me flunk. 


A lover’s loved by all the world, 
And all fall prey to Cupid; 

But public romance is absurd, 
It’s never smart—it’s stupid! 


As he walked into the parlor 
He said unto the light, 
“Either you or I, old fellow - 
Will be turned down tonight.” 


She: My father takes things apart 
to see why they don’t go. 

He: So what? 

She: You’d better be leaving. 


One little kiss, my love, said he— 
His voice was low and: tender: 

So down he bent his manly brow 
And “bang” went his suspender. 


Don’t snub the newest student, 
She may be next week’s friend; 
A cheery word or helpful hint 
Will earn you thanks, no end! 


Did anyone see the lunch menu 

Room 23 had up: 
Hot LuncH 

Fried Feller 

Boiled Gordon 

Scalped Indian 

Dessert: Red Hot Sain with 
Drop Dead Williams 

Shmoe Soup 


Said the girl of 1946, “What a 
man!” 

Said the girl of 1947, “What, a 
man?” 

Said the girl of 1948, “What’s a 
man?” 


“Cummon ya little squirt 

Let me in this line.” 

But a teacher came along, 
Gave Freddy a jerk, 

So squirt was the first to dine. 


Let’s come out in a great attend- 
ance for the rest of the football 
games. Each new game is just as 
important as the last. 

“Wanta take sister to the 
dance?” 

“What does she look like?” 

“Tl pay all the expenses.” 

“Sorry, I’ve got a date.” 


my 
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THE INQUIRING REPORTER WOULD LIKE 
TO KNOW 


WHO WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE? 


Margie Donavan: Nobody special. 

Mary Lou Casey: Raymond Tripp. 

Pat Britton: Morgan Stets. 

Christine Ray: Jane Powell. 

Judy Kennedy: Angel??! 

Jean Hale: Editor of a lovelorn column. 


WHY DO YOU LOOK FORWARD TO WEEKENDS? 


Mary Lou Casey: I don’t. 

Margie Donavan: No homework! 

Pat Britton: I sleep! 

Charlotte Burgo: It is a change from school life. 

Jackie ‘Thompson: I go square dancing Saturday night. 

Judith Kennedy: Dancing Saturday with my favorite one is my 
pleasure. 

Jean Hale: ‘That would be telling! 


WHAT WOULD YOU WISH IF YOU HAD ONE WISH? 
WaIvish inal. <.. 


Mary Lou Casey: All my wishes would come true. 

Christine Ray: ‘To become a radio singer. 

Jackie Thompson: ‘To have my homeroom seat changed. 

Margie Donovan: That her hair would be black. 

Judy Kennedy: ‘That people would not say her hair is turning red. 
Jean Hale: That she could complete work without having to work. 


———_O-—-—— 


FRESHMENTALITIES 


FUN WITH THE FROSH!. 


Well, here goes . . . Did you know that there is a certain so and 
so in Room 11 that sits in the last seat in the second row that just loves 
to bring his view points to the Freshman Science Class? (That isn’t all 
he loves!!!) Ahem—As a matter of fact Richard Byrne and some others 
get just as much attention in Civics class. George Clark still brings 
out his little black book every now and then (mostly now) and changes 
a few names. Of course he always makes an addition. Beware! He has 
conferences with undecided females. He is the Freshman Guidance 
Counselor. (Don’t worry, Mr. Diech, he’ll give up in a few years.) . We 
also have peeping Toms (error—peeping Darryls) taking a gander at 
the Latin I class. (Error again—at Mary Kay). After Darryl’s nose 
has been flattened out against the window pane for a few seconds, he 
continues on his way with enough of a memory of Mary Kay to keep 
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him preserved (pickled) till the end of school. Cupid is doing quite 
well this year, considering what is going on between Danny Guertin 
and Ginny Turner, Buzzy Cahoon and Hope Rosen, and Elna Eayrs 
and (who shall it be?). Let’s drop in on a study period for something 
to do. (Life is so boring). Let’s pick on the one in Room 21, 3rd 
Period. With a series of coughs and sneezes and ahems from the lowly 
freshmen, the period has begun. As of every other day, Miss Madden 
reminds Ray Moffett, Page Hardy, and Bob Jones, that they are talking. 
After they have talked three quarters of the period, the bravest of the 
three, kindly asks permission to continue. Every time the Seniors get 
caught talking the freshmen giggle and snicker, every time the freshmen 
get caught talking (and they do), they turn red all over and the Seniors 
—well. ‘The people in the outside row discuss the freshmen hockey 
team, giving them a good looking over. The results and pretty good 
considering they are freshmen. ‘The bell rings at 11:114 and the class 
is dismissed, having everyone push someone else on to their next class. 


WHO AM IP 


1. I’m not oversized for my age. 3. I’m a tough character. 
2. I like to watch people dance. 4. “How” are you at guessing. 
(G.H.) 


THE GAY SIDE OF LIFE 


Raye Smith: Something that has 


' Carolyn Ryder: Janet, do you 
know Mr. Ferris? 

Janet Washburn: Ya, he’s the big 
wheel at the carnival. 


Richard Byrne: There isn’t a 
teacher in 100,000 who is as crabby 
as you, not even one in 10,000,000! 

Teacher: That’s what I admire 
in you, Richard, you have such a 
head for numbers. 


When Charles Lawson threw a 
penny on the floor, Roger Letendre 
said, “Only one animal can throw 
a scent like that!” 

Patricia Sullivan: What is a 
scandal? 


to be bad to be good. 

Stumped by an _ examination 
question, Walter Coe took a wild 
guess and then wrote his answer— 
“This may be wrong, but a guess 
is better than nothing.” When the 
paper came back the teacher had 
added, “Not better, but just as 
good.” 


The New Look—a long skirt fol- 
lowed by a short glance. 


Father firefly to mother, watch- 
ing youngster flying ahead. ‘“He’s 
bright for his age, isn’t he!” 


Remember your thoughts of 


others may be their thoughts of 
you! 


Jackie Jones, Class Reporter. 


- 
“coach FARLE 
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SPORTS 


EY Hop Oo LRe Thi Ss EERE 


Mark my words it’s everywhere. 
Can’t you feel it in the air? 


Of course the pang of Autum hits you; 
Those who escape are very few. 


.Yes, you guessed it without fuss — 
Football season is upon us. 


Hear that old familiar sound — 
Sports of all kinds are around. 


Padded figures running here 
Girls in shorts running there. 


Don’t miss out—be part of the gang 
Let’s get started and with a bang. 


Get on the wagon and join the crowd 
Go to the games and holler loud. 


Curtis Osborne, 49 


FOO TBALE AS LIAS 


Football is more complicated than it seems. 
For instance, all week a player sits at skull 
practice to figure out plays. 


Once he has them memorized he has to face 
the huddle. He comes reeling from this get- 
together in the backfield with all sorts of 
signals dancing in his head. ‘IT formation, 63, 
R50, single wing, five-man line, assignments, 
line signals, pass, block, man in motion, strong 
side, over balanced. 


If he’s lucky enough to remember the num- 
ber the ball is to be centered on, he has ac- 
complished something. 


When the ball is centered, twenty-two men 
dart forward in a swirl of color. ‘Takes, re- 
verses, handoffs, all keep the game bewilder- 
ing for a minute, then the man with the mail 
breaks into an open field to pick up twenty 
yards. 


Picking up their tired bodies, they receive 
the next barrage of signals and set themselves 
for the next onslaught. This happens again 
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and again until at last one of the backs 
crushes through the line to land in the end 
zone for a touchdown. 


This is football pure and exciting. ‘There 
is no thrill quite like winning a hard-fought 
game. 

Curtis Osborne, ’49 


FOOTBALL 


Sing a song of football! 
Doesn’t it make you smile? 


Two and twenty players 
Struggling in a pile. 


When the pile is opened, 
Hear those awful groans! 


Boys begin to crawl out 
Looking for their bones. 


Sections of their noses, 
Patches of their hair. 


But they make a touchdown 
So what do they care! 


YOUR TEAM OFF GUARD 


On a hot dusty day you’d laugh to see Carl- 
ton Gammon’s tongue hang out when Bob 
Sherman makes believe open a bottle of Pepsi 
and gurgle it down, or the familiar sight of 
Ray Wood and half the freshman class taking 
eight laps around the field for being late for 
practice, or Lenny Brackett still puzzling out 
his assignment on a play. You don’t feel at 
home in the locker room until Al “get-off-my- 
ear’ Mackiewicz lets loose with his “How now, 
Brown Cow”, or Jones shows his appreciation 
of a joke with a laugh that sounds like the 
eruption of a volcano. A little tune on 
Rocky’s baritone, which is usually filled with 
water, usually sets things off. The managers 
keep things interesting by giving out the 
wrong shoes from the shoe room and Coach 
Farley lends that certain something with 
“Why, you-no-good-from-away-back!”’ 


A switch of scenery takes us to the ball 
field where Irving Minot, a little dazed from 
the last play, inquires which way he Is going, 


*awTERCEpTED Pass” 
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and Danny Purcel, Bob Perkins making bets 
as to who is going to get the next tackle, or 
Ray Moffett having to tackle with one hand 
because he has to hold his pants up with the 
other or George Davis getting a big kick out 
of gaining ten yards after running through 
the wrong hole, and his North Middleboro 
playmate, Robert, the fellow whose nose broke 
when a horse bit it, trying to top Davis for 
field honors. In the midst of this excitement 
stands one calm, cool and collected man, Dick 
Jefferson. 


That’s your team. Get acquainted with 
them and support them, because with a little 
support they are destined to go far. 


Curtis Osborne, ’49 


THE FEMALE FOOTBALL FANS 


The crisp fall air pin-prickles the lungs 
Of the crowd that tensely waits 

For the kick-off at a high school game, 
As the captain hesitates. 


The ball goes sailing through the air, 
“Now who’s she with?” asks Gert. 

“T loathe that dark green jacket... 
Who'd ya say got hurt?” 


All-star Steve tears down the field, 
The crowd goes wild, a perfect play. 
(Wonder what he sees in her?)... 
“Who made the touchdown, hey?” 


They go into.a huddle now 

(There’s Johnny Jones, oh, golly, gee!) 
The extra point, the fans all cheer. 

(I wonder if he’ll notice me?) 


The sun creeps ’round the bleachers. Ow! 
A penalty—the umpire walks; 

Gert smearing on her lipstick thinks 

Of combing out her wind-tossed locks. 


They’ve won the game and all trot home 
After sipping sodas through a straw. 
“How’s the game?” Gert’s father asks. 
“Most wonderful game I ever saw!” 


William Kennedy, ’50 
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GIRLS’ HOCKEY 


“What a team! What teamwork! Look at 
that ball go! ‘These are but few of the com- 
ments you hear when you see the girls of 
M.H.S. play hockey. Poor Coach Bartlett 
pulls out her hair by the yards when we are 
out on the field practicing, but during a game 
she gives the team the support it needs. Would 
you like to hear who makes up your Ist team? 


Presenting the team of 48 with comments 
by Coach. 


Ellie Washburn: center forward—this is: her 
2nd year on varsity and she is very fast. 


Co-captain Lee Marsden: left inner—2nd year 
on varsity and a good team player, always 
there when needed. 


Joan Dupre: right inner—2nd year on varsity 
—Joan is only a junior but she can handle 
her stick better than onyone on the field. 


Pat: Skahill: left wing — Ist year on varsity. 
Pat has a lot of spirit and plays with the 
team. 


Phil Souza: right wing—Ist year on varsity. 
Phil plays hard in a game. 


Gloria Nichols: center half—Ist year. Gloria 
is filling a very hard job but she has been a 
great success. 


Pat Dodge: left halfback—2nd year. Pat is 
only a junior but is an all-’round player 
with plenty of spirit. 


Franny Jones: right halfback — Ist year. 
Franny is another junior who tries and 
plays hard; improving all the time. 


Co-captain, Jeanne Buisson: left fullback — 
3rd year. Always plays very hard game, 
grand spirit. 


Shirley Churchill: right fullback — 3rd _ year. 
She and Jeanne play a fine game together, 
always dependable. 


Nancy Rice: goalie—Ist year. Although sched- 
uled to play right halfback on the 2nd team, 
Ricie has filled in very well as goalie, not 
many balls get past her. 
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LOCKER ROOM GOSSIP! 


How many of you have been privileged? 

That is, how many of you have been down in 

the girls’ locker room to hear Phil Souza’s 

jokes? ‘To see Sue Leonard’s horrible tricks? 

To listen to Pat Skahill and her “troubles”? 

Sas To try and figure out what Pat Dodge and 

Boys oer Bn Frannie Jones are saying so quietly? To 

watch Gloria Nichols and Joan Bissonnette 

in their friendly “horseplay”? Or just to 

watch silent Irene Picard taking everything 

Rav in? You could write a book on all the girls 

and what they do down in that Locker Room 

—they are not the girls you know. By the way, 

girls, Coach Bartlett is threatening to put in a 

recording machine to blackmail you and all 
your gossip. Better watch out! 


Shirley Churchill, ’49 


As we look around the school we begin to notice quite a few familiar 
scenes. For instance: 

Mr. Whitmore on the second floor corridor talking with all the girls 
at the end of each period. 

Curt Osborne at the end of each English period pawing through 
Ellie Washburn’s desk. 

Rocky and Lee talking together at the end of about every period. 

Miss Lewis guarding the door to Room 15. We trust it’s to prevent 
slamming! 
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SCHOOL NOTES 
THIS AND THAT 


The school year not yet being in full swing we cannot forecast the 
cold ‘““Hi’s” that will in time change to “Hellooooo”’!!!: We can, however, 
see traces of it around the corner. The Freshman boys are, if you will 
take time to notice, “looking around”. The Frosh girls are likewise doing 
the same, and in time all this will make good news for School Notes. 
John Richmond has begun his full scale invasion of the Solid Geometry 
class. We trust that he has in mind all A’s???? John Mac. has likewise 
started to make remarkable deductions in Physics class. We hear that 
Dick Jefferson’s latest pastime is trying to make a little lady out of a 
certain Senior girl. We’re stumped. Have you heard that you are just 
not up there if you don’t have dark-rimmed glasses? For qualifications, 
see Sue Leonard. If anyone has just a little knowledge of how to turn 
cart wheels, would they please give a few free instructions to the cheer- 
leaders; they can use it!!!!_ After looking at the first game of our 1948 
football season, we can all agree that we have a great football squad, and 
with a man like Al Mac, who could loose? 


We wonder if by this time Miss Erickson has realized that Algebra 
is not purely mechanical to some people. She probably wonders, too. 


If any Freshman should become frightened by shrill utterances re- 
verberating through the corridors, calm yourself!! It is just Mr. Kunces 
stressing a point. 


What has happened to the “A’’ Algebra division? When she (guess 
who) asked for the closing time of the last period, the answer was 3:30. 


Who (of our local geniuses) says “I’ve bungled miserably” when 
hegets.a | BY? 


There has been a new day dedicated as a holiday in M.H.S., namely, 
“Verb Day’. Ask any second year Latin student. 


B. Osborne: I’m taking one a day. 
Mr. Kunces: What, vitamins? 
B. Osborne: No, night classes to keep up with your Biology course. 


NEW ONES IN THE FORM OF 


Joan Zilonis and Francis Gill Barb Armstrong and Warren 
Allison Taylor and Dave Ethier Boutin, B.H.5. 
Dottie Picone and John Papiveau, Judy Kennedy and Danny Purcell 


B. H. S. Mary Kay Rudolph and Daryll 
Mal McMannus and Gene Savard Moffett 


After months of trying to confuse the school, Betty Noyer and Evelyn 
Charron have settled down. It is now certain that Betty Noyer goes with 
Bob Brown and that Evelyn Charron goes with Carl Hewitt. 
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Nancy Nelson again holds the key to George Wood’s heart in the 
form of a “frat” pin bracelet. 


What’s the matter with the Soph boys? —The complaint from the girls 
is that they never go out with girls. Whatsa matter fellows, Chicken? 


If the Sophomores want to see one of their classmates in a state of 
perpetual embarrassment, they should board MacAllister’s bus and see 
the Junior and Senior girls fighting over who is going to sit with Walter 
“Skinny” Carmichael. After getting this honor, one is allowed the priv- 
ilege of combing his hair, while the others look on to see that it is done 
correctly. 


Do you girls know where Ronnie Tibbetts disappears on a Satur- 
day night? He plays cards with his uncle. Looks like we'll have to get 
him back into circulation. "Tough job, though, he’s a woman hater, but, 
never underestimate the power of a woman! 


When you ask Dave Becker how the the weather is in Winchester, 
ou are sure to hear him reply, ‘““One wouldn’t know — one never sees.” 
Pry 


Have you noticed that Al is saving his pennies? Could it be that 
he’s planning on taking up that idea of treating Sally to a gala affair? 


This year Whitney, Matheson and Riley seem to be doing very well 
in the stead of MacManus, Alger and Jones in Plane Geometry class. Six 
weeks of summer study enabled them to fill these honored positions. May 
Miss Ericson have mercy on their souls. 


Janie Whitehead has become a collector of foreign stamps. Once a 
week she receives a letter from some place called Cincinnati, where she 
has a correspondent who mails her samples of the stamps from that place. 
Why, Janie sends a letter back with a Middleboro stamp on it, we’ll never 
know. Is he a collector, too, Janie? 


There seem to be a few new tokens of new friendships worn by 
certain girls around M.H.S. Whose’ football is Faith Stetson wearing? 
Where did Ann Whitmore get that basketball? Pat Dodge has a certain 
strange ring from some unknown source. Barbara Smith also is toting 
somebody’s hard-earned football. My, my, where did all these things 
come from? 


If there is any teacher who wishes to retire, “Humphrey” is just the 
substitute for the job. Under Miss Madden’s careful supervision, Mac 
has become the ideal monitor for any class, especially in American history. 


We have it on authority that M. H.S. is to be honored by the form- 
ing of a new dance band. Originators of this new phenomena are Bill 
Phinney and a new personnage in the very musical form of Cliff Wright. 
It better be good, fellas! 


First Freshman: I’m learning sign language. 
Second Freshman: Where? I didn’t know it was taught here. 
First Freshman: It sure is. In Mrs. Dodge’s study room. 


ae Hewitt has been earnestly deprived of his lounging privileges 
ately. 
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A good team — Ray Wood and Betty Howard for school notices on 
bulletin boards. 3 


Charlie Shea’s cry in Biology, “Give me liberty or give me death, 
but don’t give that Biology test.” 


We caution any freshmen against asking Al Mackiewicz for direc- 
tions. No telling where he may end up. (The Freshman, that is.) 


It is a wonder to most everybody how Jean Coe got to be the only 
girl in Physics 1A. Political pull, maybe? 


Friends of Paul Jones will be saddened to learn that Miss Lewis 
has ruined his whole childhood. If you don’t understand, ask Paul. 


ALUMNI 


We wonder if Jo Mohoney dares to be late to class at St. Elizabeth's? 
(We can see her hurrying up and down the corridors now.) 


Stanley Pilshaw must baffle his fellow students at the University of 
Penn. with his use of enormous words. 


George Deane is going to Brown. They say that in his spare time he 
gives permanents to all the boys. 


M.H.S. is blessed this year by having back one of its most enthusi- 
astic students. “Buzz” is helping with the coaching end of the football 
team, and is also picking up a little information in his studies. 


‘Mary Lewoczko has been working at the Red Coach Grill just to pass 
the idle moments by. 


“Big” Donnie Mitchell made his appearance at Brown University 
this fall. We all realize that he has a bright and hopeful future to look 
forward to. How about that, Florence? 


You remember Terry Shae’s smiling face in the school library, don’t 
you? Well, she still has that bright smile and displays it at Springfield 
Librarian School. Maybe the reason for this has something to do with 
the numerous males at a neighboring college. 


No one has heard too much from Phil Holt, who is attending Jack- 
son College in Medford. Either Medford is too far away, or the mail is 
slow, or Phil is too occupied. Which is it, Phil? 


Popular Connie Marsden is displaying her secretarial talents at a 
local bank. It is rumored that her domestic talents are to be shown in 
the near future. For further information, ask a certain Mr. Winburg, 
Class of ’45. 


We could go on for pages and pages, if we attempt to recall everyone 
we miss and would like to hear from. It’s hard to express in words what 
comes truly from the heart, so just keep this in mind, alumni — even 
though you, bodily, get further and further away from high school days 
and pleasures, your spirits live on and haunt the corridors of dear old 
M.H.S. You haunt it in the sense that you are a goal for the future 
students of Memorial High School to reach for. Sentimental, isn’t it? 
Just remember that we will all be graduates in the near future. (We 
hope.) 
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NEW STUDENTS THAT HAVE COME TO M.H.5S. 


FROSH — 

From the freshman class comes short and blond Gordon Leonard. 
He is fifteen and his outside interest is roller skating. He favors parties 
to a certain extent, but has no feminine interest in M.H.S. (that won't 
get him far). He last attended Whitman Junior High in Brockton, 
Mass. 


Zai, we have forgot someone here. A new boy to the soph class. 
His name, if you haven’t already guessed, is Luther Zai. From close 
observation at the “Canteen” we would say that he is getting acquainted 
fast!!! I fyou don’t believe us, ask Merilyn Churchill. 

JUNIOR — 

The Class of 1950 has its representative, Richard Holt. His out- 
side interest is bowling. He also likes both dances and parties. He 
came to M.H.S. for the F. F. A. course from Plymouth High School. He 
lives in Plympton, Mass. 


WE STILL HAVE 


Lee Marsden and Rocky Savas Pat Dodge and Buddy 
Ellie Washburn and Curt Osborne Jeanne Matthews and Bob 
Betty Guidoboni and Jimmy Sherman 

Healey Sissy Guidoboni and Bob Boutin 
Frannie Jones and Ray Moffett Margie Smith and Allen Demers 


Audrey Billings and Sonny Minott Dot Welsh and Dick Jefferson 
Muriel Glover and John Dutcher Jean Phillips and Bob Hallock 


Betty Howard and Ray Wood Jeanne Buisson and Page Hardy 
WE WONDER WHAT HAPPENED TO 
Pat Skahill and “Buzz” Barb Armstrong and Bob Corti 


Mal Keuchler and Donald Demers 


Wilburt Larsons and Nancy 
Dahlquist Phyllis Souza and Carl Gammons 


Nancy Rice and Frank Whitney 


Dave Becker and Noreen O’Melia Nancy Nelson and Duane Wheeler 


WALTER L. PITTSLEY 


USED CARS AND PARTS 
Tractors and Trailers 


646 WAREHAM STREET MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 


a + 


Compliments of 


MIDDLEBO HE 
RO THEATRE A FRIEND 


. + 


SACHEM 


Compliments of 


SUPERIOR TAXI SERVICE 


* 


Saunders Hardware & 
Paint Co. 


Agents for Bay State Paints 


Enamels and Varnishes 


23 CENTER ST. TEL. 47 


Compliments of 


SULLIVAN’S NEWS STAND 


Cigars - Cigarettes - Tobacco 


Telephone 1130 


THE SACHEM PRESS 
521% PEARL STREET 


MIDDLEBORO 


MYLES STANDISH 
GAS STATION 


* 


ROUTE 28 TO THE CAPE 


THOMPSON’S DINER 


WAREHAM STREET 


STURGIS HARDWARE 


W. L. Sturgis, Prop. 


¢ 


64 CENTER STREET TEL. 115 


Compliments of 


SUKEFORTH’S 
SERVICE STATION 


STILES’ WALK-OVER 
29 CENTER STREET 


* 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


* 


¢ 


Tripp’s Candy Shop 


and Luncheonette 


£ 


A 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


Vv 


32 SACHEM 


SUNOCO GAS 
Frank R. McManon 


.. Compliments of 


THE 


Route 28 to the Cape 
MIDDLEBORO FRUIT CO. 


SOUTH MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 


VETS! Compliments of 


MARRA’S BARBER SHOP | MIDDLEBORO SPORTING 


CENTER STREET GOODS CO. 
o PRATT’S STORE 
Compliments of Groceries, Ice Cream and Gas 
% 


McINTIRE’S DAIRY 


At the Corner of 


V Bedford and Plymouth Streets 


PARKER’S FLORIST PINE HAVEN GARAGE 


Grorce ENo 


ve Telephone 307-W-3 


Compliments of Headquarters For Gifts 


HARRY RICHMOND A. F. RYDER CO., Ine. 
e. ? Department Store 
ROBINSON’S 


SHURTLEFF HARDWARE 
JEWELERS STORE 


THATCHER’S ROW MIDDLEBORO PHONE 40 


SACHEM , ae: 


TUCKER’S 
DRY GOODS 


Curtains - Blankets - Fabrics 


Linens - Handkerchiefs - Yarn 


6 SO. MAIN ST. MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


THOMAS BROS. STORE 
Telephone 307-W-3 


SOUTH MIDDLEBORO MASS. 


TOP’S SNACK SHACK 


Hamburgs - Hot Dogs 
Fountain Service 
Fried Chicken — Fried Clams 


ROUTE 44 121 EAST MAIN ST. 


WILBER’S 
SERVICE STATION 


ESSO PRODUCTS 


Telephone 1209-W-3 
WAREHAM STREET ROUTE 28 


Compliments of 


GEORGE DONNER 


Real Estate 


J. L. Jenney Coal Co. 


Coal and Oil 


VINE STREET TEL, 238 


oe 


H. L. THATCHER & CO. 


Quality Printing at Fair Prices 


MIDDLEBORO and BOSTON 


J. H. TURNER, Inc. 


Middleboro - Boston 
EXPRESS 


13 PEARL STREET 


+ 


WEEMAN’S MARKET 


% 


Compliments of 


HAROLD H. WILLIAMS 
Photographer 
* 


Patrons 


DR. BEUTHNER 
DR. FULLER 
DR. KLINE 
MR. and MRS. McINOSH 
DR. McLEAN 
VINCENT MORRONE 
DR. ORLOV 
RICHMOND AUTO SERVICE 
JOSEPH RILEY 
DR. WOOD 
WRIGHT’S BARBER SHOP 


34 SACHEM 


CHARLTON’S 


COATS - MILLINERY - DRESSES 


SPORTSWEAR 


24 South Main Street Middleboro 


Tel. 1047 Res. Tel. 824-W-4 


HARRY M. COOK 
Watch Repairing of All Makes 


Jewelry Repairing - Engraving 
Diamond Setting 


23 SOUTH MAIN ST. MIDDLEBORO 


COTTAGE 
HANDICRAFTERS 


SOUTH MIDDLEBORO 
Route 28 On the Way to the Cape 


The Place for Gifts That Are Different 
Telephone 157-M-4 


Compliments of 


EVERETT SQUARE 
DINER 


THE FRUIT OUTLET 


“If It Grows We Have It’ 


121 CENTER STREET MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


FARRAR’S 


Home-Made Ice Cream 


EVERETT SQUARE 


CREEDON THE FLORIST 
Ray Meehan, Prop. 
113 WAREHAM ST. TEL. 421 


“Flowers Telegraphed Anywhere” 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


x 


COBB’S LAUNDRY 


CLEANING - DYEING 
Fur Storage 


Metvin Bascock, Proprietor 


Telephone 1045-M 


Compliments of 


The Faietti Fashion Shop 


Where ready to wear merchandise can be 
had at reasonable prices. Come in and 
visit our Children’s Department. 


2 SOUTH MAIN STREET ~~ TEL. 897-M 


JOHNNY’S 
TEXACO STATION 
EVERETT SQUARE 


MIDDLEBORO, MASS. TEL. 1372 


REFRIGERATORS WasHIncG MACHINES 


FISH FURNITURE 
and RADIO 
FURNITURE - RADIOS 


Faun Fisu 
6 WEBSTER STREET MIDDLEBORO 


SACHEM 35 


GEORGE A. SHURTLEFF 
LUMBER 
Complete Line of Bird Asphalt Shingles and Roofings 
LANE STREET PHONE 646 
SHAW’S RADIO & FURNITURE CO. 
Art Shaw Ray Nourse 


Furniture -:- Electrical Appliances 


Telephone 227 
133 CENTER STREET MIDDLEBORO 


THOMAS BROS. CONSTRUCTION CO. 


Ready-Mix Concrete 


267 WAREHAM STREET TELEPHONE 772 


Made Right Feeds Building Materials 
Heating and Plumbing Equipment 
C. P. WASHBURN CO. 


BOSTON - FALMOUTH - HALIFAX - MARION - PORTSMOUTH 
PLYMOUTH - MIDDLEBORO 


Why Worry About Losses? 


Come in for a confidential chat about your insurance problems 
as you would consult your doctor or lawyer. 


NO CHARGE — COMPLETE PROTECTION TO FIT YOUR NEEDS 
FREDERICK S. WESTON, (C.E.) 


Insurance -:- Surveying 
Tel. Middleboro 36 


BUSINESS TRAINING ADMINISTRATIVE 
BUSINESS SECRETARIAL COURSES 


THE WILLIAMS SCHOOL 


ENROL EARLY — ENROLMENT LIMITED 


36 SACHEM 


Compliments of 
F. M. GIBBS 
Florist 


141 CENTER ST. PHONE 181-W 


A. R. GLIDDEN & SON 


HOSIERY — UNDERWEAR 
DRESSES 


Compliments of 
THE HOMESTEAD 


Meats and Groceries 


JIM’S TEXACO SERVICE 


ROUTE 28 SOUTH MIDDLEBORO 


Telephone 425-W-1 


B. A. KINSMAN 


Milk and Cream 
COFFEE AND CHOCOLATE MILK 


“You can’t beat our milk but 
you can whip our cream.” 


PHONE 636 


¢ 


Compliments of 


LARRY’S LUNCH 
% 


~ GENERAL MILLS INC. 


Farm Service Division 


Dealers in Hay, Grain 


and Fertilizer 


GOLDEN SPUR RANCH 
Route 105 


LAKEVILLE 


Halloeck’s Puritan Market 


Native Chickens 


Western Beef 


Native Eggs - 


Tel. 149 


WAREHAM STREET MIDDLEBORO 


R. D. KELLEY COAL CO. 
Your Fuel Needs 
Coal - Coke - Bricketts - Oil 


Range, Furnace, Fuel 


Tel. 67-M 


LELAND’S GIFT SHOP 
9 SOUTH MAIN STREET 


Greeting Cards - Stationery - Gifts 


Telephone 786 


Compliments of 


LINDEN LODGE 


ROUTE 18 LAKEVILLE 


SACHEM | 37 
Compliments of 


M. L. HINCKLEY & SON 


Jeweler -:- Optometrist 


51 CENTER STREET MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 


HERO MFG. CO. 


Manufacturers of 


“Standard” Knitting Needles 


Compliments of 


GEO. E. KEITH CO. 
Factory No. 4 


LANE STREET MIDDLEBORO 


KEITH and ALGER 
INSURANCE 


Tel. 160 
ROOM 3, BANK BUILDING MIDDLEBORO 


THE LOBSTER SHACK 
Boiled and Live Lobsters 
Clams, Quahogs and Little Necks 


ROTARY CIRCLE MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


MOSKOFF’S MARKET 


BEDFORD STREET MIDDLEBORO 


38 SACHEM 


Dodge and Plymouth Automobiles -:- Dodge Trucks 


MAXIM MOTOR CO. 


WAREHAM STREET MIDDLEBORO 


McQUADE’S CLOTHES SHOP 


“Where Quality and Value Are Supreme” 


SIXTY-NINE CENTER STREET MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


MAURICH’S SNACK BAR 


THATCHER’S ROW MIDDLEBORO 


Make Saturday Night Your Date With the 


MIDDLEBORO TEEN. CANTEEN 
ne 


NEW ENGLAND CRANBERRY SALES COMPANY 


Distributors of 


I 
EATMOR 
CRANBERRIES 


Headquarters at 


9 STATION STREET MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


LLOYD PERKINS and SON 


st 


SACHEM 39 


Compliments of A-1 Cleansing and Pressing 


Modern Cleaners and Dyers 
MIDDLEBORO LAUNDRY 


11 NORTH MAIN ST. TEL. 750 


WAREHAM STREET Call and Delivery Service 


Expert Repairing - Cold Storage 


For Complete News of 


+ 
MEMORIAL HIGH 


The 
Read The Middleboro Gazette 


MADEMOISELLE SHOP 
ON SALE AT YOUR NEWS STAND 


+ 


Middleboro Radio and 
Appliance Co. 


Electrical Appliances - Radios 
Refrigerators 
Tel. 382-W 
379 CENTER ST. MIDDLEBORO 


MIDDLEBORO TRUST CO. 


10 CENTER ST. MIDDLEBORO 


3-Day Service 


Marcks the Tailor 
Fur Storage - Cleaning and Dyeing MELLO’S STORE 
SUITS MADE TO ORDER 


Send Us Your Most Delicate Garments 
19 SO. MAIN ST. 


Compliments of 


LAKEVILLE 
MIDDLEBORO 


MARTENSON & THOMAS 


CLEANERS - DYERS - TAILORS MORSE PHARMACY 
All Types of Dyeing 


53 CENTER ST. MIDDLEBORO 
P t Cleani dP ing Servi 
See ry pnt area ec pS Always a Registered Pharmacist 
Tel. 852-M At Your Service 
Young Men’s Clothing 


260 CENTER STREET MIDDLEBORO L. P. LaFrorest, Reg. Ph. 


MIDDLEBORO Com aihipaete of 
CO-OPERATIVE BANK 


MIDDLEBORO CLOTHING 


30 SO. MAIN STREET MIDDLEBORO COMPANY 


40 SACHEM 


a sega st ALBERTS SHOE CO. 
Joseph L. Ayotte & Son * 


Real Estate 
Cambridge Street 


' Tel. Middleboro 792 MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 


Atwood Costello, Inc. 


Chevrolet and Oldsmobile 
+. “A GOOD PLACE TO 
MEET YOUR FRIENDS.” 


BOB’S DINER 


TELEPHONE 260 MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 
Compliments of 


Brown’s Restaurant 


THE BOSTON STORE STRICTLY HOME COOKING 
AT REASONABLE PRICES 
e Open 6 A.M. - 4 P.M. 


The Home of Daisy Donuts 


BOURNE FURNITURE, Inc. 


Compliments of | 


Telephone 538 
THE BLUE PLATE 


‘ NORTH STREET MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of BILL’S VARIETY STORE 


WILLIAM CORNELLO 


BONNAR PAINT and 
WALLPAPER CO. 


& 


MILLER STREET ROCK 


CHURCH COAL CO. 


Established 1864 CLEVERLY’S FOOD MART 


Anthracite - Bituminous and 


New England Coke 


Range and Fuel Oils of the 
Highest Quality 


15 NO. MAIN STREET 


SACHEM ~ © 4] 


Compliments of RIPLEY’S 
LOBSTER MART 
“ON THE ROTARY” 


Dunbar’s Service Station 


BEDFORD ST. MIDDLEBORO Tel. 604-J 


THEODORE N. WOOD 
GIBERTI’S DEPENDABLE INSURANCE 


Since 1903 
APOTHECARY 
2 THATCHER’S ROW 
Tel. 1385 
For the Best in Drugs eee: 
at the Best Prices i 4 
Middleboro Recreation 
Center 
CORNER OF CENTER 
AND HIGH STREETS 


8 Streamlined Alleys 
F. E. Leighton, Prop. 
A. F. Belcher, Mgr. 


THEICIEL OF GOOD, GASTE 
Real Home-Made Candy 


From 


LUCY BRALEY’S CANDY KITCHEN 


SOUTH MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 
we 


Route 28 to Cape Cod Telephone 758-M-2 


42 SACHEM 


ROY M. HUNTLEY 


Dealer in Wood and Lumber -:- Building Moving 


TEL. 666-M MIDDLEBORO 


MIDDLEBORO WALTER SAVARD 


SAVINGS BANK it 
We Especially Invite Range and 
STUDENTS’ Furnace Oil 
SAVINGS ACCOUNTS x 
7 South Main Street : Tel. 417-W 
Middleboro, Mass. NORTH MIDDLEBORO 


MALCOLM BUCK 


PRESCRIPTION DRUGGIST 


TELEPHONE 234 


BAILEY MOTOR SALES, INC. 
BUICK and PONTIAC DEALERS 


Telephone 184 
RICE STREET MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


CASWELL BROTHERS GROCERIES 


PLYMOUTH STREET NORTH MIDDLEBORO 


SACHEM | 43 


WILLIAM EGGER COMPANY 
YOUR FRIENDLY FURNITURE STORE 


For Fine Furniture and Home Furnishings 


At Reasonable Prices 
STOP AT EGGER’S FIRST 


14 SOUTH MAIN STREET TELEPHONE 680 


oe) 


LOBL 


MANUFACTURING CO. 


CAMBRIDGE STREET MIDDLEBORO 


44 SACHEM 


NEMASKET TRANSPORTATION 
COMPANY, INC. 


oe 


Main Office: West Grove Street 
Telephone Middleboro 39 -38 


oe 


CAPE COD and SOUTH SHORE 


T. M. RYDER AND COMPANY 


(Ralph W. Maddigan, Mgr.) 
INSURANCE OF EVERY DESCRIPTION 
se) 


Established 1877 Tel. 411-W 


MAIN OFFICE: ROOMS 16-18 GLIDDEN BLDG. 


Pr natnsne gy 
BARCODT 


“PERSONALIZED PORTRAITS . . . 


and it’s all done with Lights!” 


There’s magic in lights .. . add a light here, place 
a spotlight there, and your portrait takes on the appear- 
~ ance of real form and individuality. 


Your VANTINE photographer knows how lighting 
effects can be best used. . . . How easily they can reflect 
your personality. 


Your VANTINE photographer knows best how to 
secure the sharply-etched photograph your engraver 
desires of the important senior year. . . . The victories 
of the athletic teams... . The brilliance of social occa- 
sions.... The Prom.... The plays... . The debates. 
_... The expression of everyday life on the campus. 


“That personalized portraits by VANTINE are 
important is attested to by the fact that over 300 schools 
and colleges repeatedly entrust their photographic 
work to VANTINE. 


xt 


WARREN KAY VANTINE STUDIO 


132 BoyvLsTon STREET 


BOSTON © = = MASSACHUSETTS: 


— . pe oF ao oo 


Be, csc 8 i i - } 
Pied Bid ibd wel 


NOT TO BE TAKER 


Compliments of FROM THE LIBRAR 


CLYDE THOMAS 


INSURANCE OCF ALL KINDS 


7 ROCK STREET 


z 
WINTHROP- ATKINS CO. 
EASTMAN KODAKS and SUPPLIES 


Developing and Printing 


151 PEIRCE STREET MIDDLEBORO 


